' ^ ‘ Tile Tragedle 

Since you will buckle fort une on my backe. 

To beare the burthen whether I will or no, 

I mull haue patience to endure the Ioade, 

But if blacke fcandale or fo foule fae’t A diroach 
Attend the fequell of your impofition, ‘ 

Your meere inforcement fhal! acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and flames thereof. 

For God he knowes,and you may partly fee, 

How farre /am from the defire thereof * 

Maj, Go d blefle your Grace, we fee it,and will fay it, 
Glo. In faying fo you fiialt but fay the truth, 

Buc. Then Ifalute you with the kingly Title: 

Long Hue King %ich*rd t Eftglands royall Kin*. 

C M*». Amen. ° 


Bus, T o morrow will it pfeafe you to be crown’d i 
giv. Euen when you will,fince you will haue it fo. 

Tue. To morrow then we will attend your Grace, 
Glo. Come, let vs to our holy taskeagaine: 

Farewell good Coufen, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt. 
Enter gueene mcthe^Dutchejfe ofYorke,MctrqHet 
Dorfetat one chore {Dutches of q leper 1 
at another do ore, 

A*. Who meets vs here, my Neece Plantagenet? 

Sitter well met, whether away fo rad? 

Vut.qio. No farther then the Tower, and as /gucflc 
V pen the like deuotion as your fellies. 

To gratulate the tender Princes there. 

Kind filter thanks,weelc enter all togither. 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower, 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

Marlter Lieutenant, pray you by your leaue. 

How fares the P rincef 


* e r u _ ^ e ff .^ a ^ am > an ^ , nhealth;butbyyour leaue, 
I may not rotter yo u to vifithim, 11 

^ f aightly chargde the contrary. 

rhcKtng/why,who*sthatf 

/cry you mercie^/meane the Lorf} p rotf( q or . 

h,m from thac King 1 / title: 
mhhefet bounds betwixt their loue and me: 








£ 










ox tuenaratne imra. 


t * their mother, who (houldkcepe roe from them? 

Y™ L r s father mothered will tee them. ■ 

*r> Glo Their Aunt/am mlaw,in loue their mottle* : 
rten feare not thou ile beare thy blame, 

4 a Mke thy office from thee on my peril!. 

^ Lieu I do bcfeech your traces all to pardon me: 

c . t ctmebutmeetcyou Ladies an houre hence, 

Andile faluteyour Grace of Yorkers mother: 

And reuerent looker on, of two f-ire ^'«nes. 

Come Madam.you rauft go with rreto Wefiminfler, 

There to be crowned Richards royall Queene, 

9u, O cut my lace in funder,that my pent heart 
jVlay hauefome fcope to beate,or elfe found 
With this dead killing newes. 

Dor, Madame, haue comfort.how fares your Grace t 
o„*0 Dorfet,fpeake not to me, get thee hence, 

Death and definition dogge thee at the heelcs, 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children, 
if thou wilt outftrip death, goe crofie the feas. 

And line with Richmond, from the reach or hell. 

Goe hie thee,hie thee,fi om this (laughter houfe. 

Lead thou increafe the number of the dead, 

Andmake me die the thrall of Margarets curfe. 

Nor mother, wifc.nor Englands counted Queene. 

Stan, Full of wife care is this your ccunfcll 3/adaro # 

Take all tire fwiftaduantag<#of the time: 

You fhsll haue letters from me to my fonne. 

Tomeeteyou on the way, and welcome you, 

Be not taken tardie, by vnwife delay. 

Dut.Tor.Q jll difpearfing wind ofmiferie, 

O my accurfed wombe,the bed of death, 

A Cocatrice hafi thou hatcht to the world, ■ 

Whofe vnavoided eye b murthcrous, 

San, Come d/jdam,/in all haft was fent for. 

Ducb, And I in all vnwillingnefte will goe, 

/would to God that the inclufiue verge 
Qfgolden mettall that muftround my browcj 

H 3 Were 
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